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Jarvis Hall.

EDITORIALS.

JRRESPONSIBILITY is a long word sup- JT is all very well for a

posed to be peculiarly fitted to express
the mental condition of the average college
man. It is true that there are individuals
among us, especially in the lower classes,
who have an idea that the burdens of the
universe rest solely on their shoulders, but
as a rule, the student must be a happy-golucky and charmingly thoughtless fellow to
come up to popular expectation.
Such
minor considerations as chapel attendance and
recitations occasionally: trouble him, but on
the whole he is content to take things as they
come, and to live on trusting confidently in
that Providence which takes care of those
unable to take care of themselves. This state
of affairs is perfectly natural, and for many
reasons we would not wish it changed. It is
slightly incongruous to see a man entering
on life with the cheerful belief that there is
nothing but care in the world, and we all
have a genuine pity for the unfortunate
person whose sole ambition is to have his
marks show his superiority to his fellow
beings, and whose energies are spent in gaining his end. But this discussion has another
side, and THE TABLET which always looks
at college life with an eye to possible improvement, is minded to say a word on the
more serious aspect of the question.

man to regard existence as a state, especially designed for
his enjoyment, but when this happy frame of
mind leads him to be thoughtless and inconsiderate of others, he should feel that public
opinion is against him as strongly as it would
be if he displayed any slight inaccuracy of
dress or peculiarity of manner. We have a
feeling unnecessary to state concerning the
man who cannot control his musical tendencies, and our playful friend who thinks it
fitting that we should share his revelry at
unseasonable hours. But a strong college
sentiment should certainly be developed
against any action which verges, however
slightly, on the dishonorable, whether it arise
from thoughtlessness or any other cause. We
refer to the loose ideas which exist in the
minds of too many men, concerning business
transactions and dealings in which the interests of others are involved. The joke of
leaving one's bills unpaid has its serious side,
and this remark can be applied to class and
college organizations as well as to individuals. Credit is a good thing, but it is a good
thing which should not be abused. The payment of debts is as much a matter of honor
as the keeping of one's word to a friend, and
this fact should not be lost sight of in the
carelessness of college life. The expediency
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of meeting obligations is also to be considered, and the man whose notions as to
the use of money are somewhat lax, is pretty
sure to find that some day he has come to the
end of his rope. That end is likely to be unpleasant, and it should be remembered, that
not only the reputation of the individual, but
that of his college is certain to suffer. Carelessness is all very well in its place, but when
it is carried into matters of business, it is
apt to have serious consequences, and it
would be well for the college man whose
bank account is still good to realize this little
fact.

* * *

N

O one is viewed with a more critical eye
than he who has a reputation to sustain.
People expect much of one who has done
much in the past, and are quick to mark any
apparent falling off. We are wont to compare the work of any college organization
with previous work of the same organization,
and even though the size of the college does
not warrant us in expecting to do more
than other and larger colleges, yet we are
prone to be dissatisfied if a record is not
made equal to former almost phenomenal
achievements.
Let us consider when we
play foot-ball with a college whose Freshman
class easily outnumben; our four classes together, that we have been favored in former
years, by being able to defeat them, but
that it is an honorable thing to play a close
game with such an institution. Nothing
tends so strongly to discourage any attempt
as the pessimistic remarks of the "chronic
kicker." The foot-ball team this year is
good, much better than a college of the size
of ours has a right to expect. Several men
have been laid up, and the team has been
more or less crippled, but the places have
been filled, and the team at present is in good
playing shape. A thing which makes the
interest in the foot-ball team lag, is the lack
of games. There should not a week pass
without at least one game, and the college
wants some games arranged which we can
win. It is well to make a good stand against
a large college, but we want to win games as
well.
A thing which is not pleasant to speak
about, but which is too true, is the fact that
certain of the men on the team, who are sure

of their positions, cut practice at their will,
knowing that their positions cannot be filled.
This taking advantage of the smallness of the
college is a thing which cannot be thought of
and spoken of too severely.

* * *
THE Glee and Banjo
Clubs and Dramatic

Association of the College are second to
no other organizations in bringing the name
of Trinity before the public. This being the
case, much interest is attached to the outlook for the season, and the fact that it is
especially promising will be welcome news to
all. The lack of first tenors which has lately
handicapped the Glee Club, has been overcome this year, and the basses are as strong
as ever. The Banjo Club will be large, and
there is some talk of forming a Mandolin
Club, although this hardly seems feasible, as
it would simply mean that the men on the
Banjo Club would have double work to do.
A good Banjo Club would be more creditable than mediocre Banjo and Mandolin
Clubs. The Dramatic Association has chosen
a competent set of officers, and as soon as the
question of what play or plays shall be
chosen for the Christmas theatricals is settled,
rehearsals will commence at once. Some
good material has come in with the entering
class, especially for girls' parts, and with its
old members the club should be a pronounced
success.

* * *
OLLEGE education is an enforcement
of the principles of liberal culture. This
self-evident statement is clearly recognized
by the Corporation and Faculty of our Institution, which fact can be seen in the complete list of professor<; and lecturers of every
department.
But three lecturers whose
names were in last year's catalogue never delivered the lectures assigned them, the lecturer on Law, the lecturer on Anatomy and
Physiology, and the lecturer on English Literature. The authorities of Trinity would
not surely wish any misconception as to the
course of study, and would indignantly deny
the accusation that they had not fulfilled the
promises made in the catalogue. U nfortunately the fact remains, that the students have
failed to receive the benefit of the several
courses of lectures and the names of the lecturers, therefore, should surely be erased from
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the catalogue if there be no prospect of their
fulfilling their engagements. But enough of
criticism-why should not lecturers be found,
who will lecture on these subjects, a general
knowledge of which is most important to an
education? Law, in the words of Blackstone, "a science which distinguishes the criterions of right and wrong," ought by all
means to be included in our college course.
A limited knowledge of anatomy, physiology
and hygiene is necessary even to uneducated
persons, indispensably so to men of a higher
educational refinement. We must all lament
Dr. Scudder's death ; it will be hard to find
so eloquent a lecturer, or one who can do
more good. It surely seems a pity, also,
that a course of lectures by so eminent a lz'tterateur as Mr. Warner cannot be arranged.
The college should not let advantages lie dormant, which may result in gain to the students
at large.

,,HAE C olim memenisse ;i,vabit."

Take
your thirty marks without grumbling,
our Freshman friend. That's a part of the
fun. Of course you must demonstrate your
superiority to those one-time Freshmen who
now rejoice in the appellation of Sophmores,
but you can't keep the college awake all
night with perfect immunity. But you'll get
more than thirty marks worth of pleasure
hereafter in telling how we beat the Sophomores up in Northam. Stick by your class,
through thick and thin, and don't begrudge
paying the fiddler. And this applies to you
Sophomores, as well. Discipline the Freshmen thoroughly with never a thought that
you were " fresh" last year. Fight on in
supreme contempt of the regulations, take
your punishment like little men, and by and
by you too can sit in the " seat of the scornful" and cast satirical reflections upon underclass rivalry.

TENNYSON.
OUCHED by pale beams of midnight moon, the lyre
That in the human heart, with strings of gold
Opened the springs of love-the lyre, whence rolled
Music in tune with the angelic choir,
Lies tinkling to the wild, west wind. To fire
Our souls once more with lofty strains of old
Thou hast no power, nor canst thou ever hold
Again our eyes fixed on the burning pyre.

T

Speak softly here and lowly bow the headA great and noble spirit now has fled.
Yet while we mourn, the distant, gleaming light
That plays about the rugged heights of Fame
Grows brighter as the newly add ed flame
Mounts upward as a beacon in the night.
Conestogo.

AMIE.
September I7th, I792.
LA FORCE.

FRIENDS of the Faubourg Saint Germain you would be grieved if you could
see me now as I sit writing to you by the
dim light of a feeble candle.
Does it shock you this heading of mine
that stares so boldly in your startled eyes
from the top of the page? Does it say that
I am disgraced, and do you believe it ? If so
pardon me for the sake of old times and old

friendships. But in the old times the King
ruled, and we sang "0 Richard, 0 mon Roi !"
but now the people gone mad must have
their say and we must suffer and endure and
listen to the people sing "Ca Ira."
You would ask how came I here. When
I have answered, you will say, what a fool to
have gone back. Just so. Yet listen.
You know that when the rest of us fl ed my
brother remained behi~1d.
He had done
much for the people and trusted to their
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gratitude. You cry out, how foolish. Exactly. He thought they would not harm
him. He was mistaken. They would have
torn a dog to pieces if it had borne my
name.
They seized and condemned him to death.
I heard of his imprisonment and went back
to save him. It was unjust that he should
suffer for my sins. I came too late. From a
sheltering doorstep I saw the mad mob rush
past me and in their midst, on a pike held
high in the air, was my brother's head. I
tried to get across the frontier and escape,
hiding in the woods and under dunghills by
day, and dragging myself along the road by
night, living on refuse that the dogs would
not eat. In vain. I was discovered by a
vile ditch-digger from Rouen who, meeting
me on the road, recognized me and, urged
to patriotism by the remembrance of what he
was pleased to call his daughter's wrongs, he
chases himself to the village and reports his
discovery, and so this worthy patriot with a
score of equally worthy patriots lie in wait
and seize me as I stagger wearily along.
The peasants have become virtuous, my
friends, or desire to appear so, and have tenacious memories for former trifles that were
better forgotten. A strange time is this when
the people are become hypocrites and we nobles in sackcloth and ashes pose for martyrs.
They placed me in charge of an escort
armed with pikes and old muskets, and sent
me off to Paris to the court of condemnation.
I could tell you of things that I saw en route
that would make your blood run cold but I
spare you. Apropos, this word of warning.
If you value your heads keep away from
here for the people are gone mad, and our
blood flows freer in the present than ever did
our wine in the past. You will understand
the force of this simile, I am sure.
To make a long story short, we reached
Paris the next morning, and my trial came
off without delay. When my worthy friend
the patriot from Rouen told how he knew me
and ended up his remarks with a burst of tears,
it was all over with me.
The galleries
howled and stormed: "Down, Lamoutte,
Down ! To the guillotine, Lamoutte ! " You
should have heard them !
·
The judge rang his bell and the jurors voted separately, and at every vote the galleries
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roared anew. Decreed £n the name of the Repubh'c one and z'nd£v£sab!e:-Tlze prt'soner i's
an enemy of the People. Back to La Force
wt'th Mm, and death wz'tht'n the week. Dogs,
I smile at you.
Picture to yourself a long, low hall with
hard wooden benches nailed to the stone walls,
long, narrow windows with great iron gratings, hardly admitting a ray of light. This
is our prison-I say ours for there are some
six score of us together. Fair haired girls
and grandmothers, courtiers, nobles, all are
represented.
The whole company rose and bowed to me
as the jailor thrust me into the room and a
tall, elegantly formed man with white hair
and a face like a Greek philosopher stepped
forward.
" May I ask" said he, bowing most courteously, " to what cause we owe the pleasure
of your company?''
"The Republic is displeased with its humble servant."
He smiled quietly. "It is a breach of good
manners that needs correcting; we are all, I
fear, sufferers from the same rudeness," was
his comment. There was a laugh. He then
asked my name and condition with the remark that it would be rude made elsewhere
but the time and place permitted it. My
reply was evidently satisfactory, for he turned
to the others and said :
"This gentleman, the Marquis of Lamoutte
has had the good fortune to be sent among
us for a short time, and I hope you will all
strive to make his stay as pleasant as possible. And you Monsieur will, I hope, take
part in all of our gayeties and be cheerful and
entertaining, forgetting your own misfortunes
and striving to make others forget theirs.
This is the only duty required of you." He
then took me by the hand and led me around
the circle introducing me to all in the room.
\,Vhat astonished me most was the perfect
composure and even gayety pervading all
their actions. I hardly noticed an anxious
look or a nervous movement among them, yet
like myself they are all condemned to death.
There is one person to whom I am quite attracted, a sweet, young girl of some twenty
years, with long, brown hair and very dark
blue eyes. I imagine I hear you laugh"up to the old tricks again," you say. You
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they are willing to laugh at anything that
they may forget to weep." He is a true and
noble man, this Count; if I were a Christian
I would say " God bless him."
September z8th.
After the play last night I danced the minOur life here is a constant round of theatrical entertainments, readings, game playing uet with the little girl I spoke of in yesterand even dancing. Anything to make the day's entry. Her name is Amie Dumont,
time pass quickly, and keep our minds from and she is of Provence.
"Monsieur," she said, when we had taken
the thoughts of what the future has in store
for us all. Last night we had a little play our place for the dance, "you are from Provwritten by Madame Duron, which was well ence are you not?" " I have that pleasure"
presented by the Dramatic Club. You would I replied. "And may I ask if you are a relabe surprised to have seen how well the parts tion of Richard Lamoutte?" " We are one
were taken. We are to have another per- and the same person." Her eyes met mine
formance to-night. If it were not for the and I saw in them a look almost of hate, and
gloomy surroundings, wooden benches and certainly full of scorn. She lowered them
cold stone walls, with their little windows, immediately, and said sarcastically, " I have
you would think to see us, that we were at- heard of you before." You might add that
tending a levee at the Tuilleries. Our clothes you have never heard any good of me; that
are somewhat in need of repairing and brush- would have been nearer what you really
meant." "I have heard Monsieur that
ing, but our manners are, as ever, correct.
you
took advantage of the laws-and that
The Count and I have become quite friendonly
recently. It was a cruel th~ng to do and
ly since he took me in charge yesterday. He
commanded the Swiss Guard at the palace one that has caused much bloodshed and
on the 10th of August-his accounts of the hatred in this poor country."
affair are most interesting. I asked him, if, in
She had continued to keep her eyes upon
his opinion the King could have crushed the the floor, but suddenly looking up into my
revolution if he had placed himself at the face added, "I hope they slandered you,
head of the Swiss and other faithful troops. Monsieur." I meant to say they did, but
He shook his head. "It might have been; those deep eyes fixed full upon me, made
there was every chance of it succeeding. me hesitate. " Alas, Mademoiselle it is but
Even if the king had trusted Dumouriez, all too true." "And did you tell the starving
would have been well, but the King was weak, people who came to you, that you cared not
pitifully weak. Poor Louis, he was a good whether they lived or died as long as they
man, but the hand of fate was against him, payed the faille; I heard this told of you too."
and all he could do was to die, as a king I had recovered myself somewhat, and anshould."
swered meekly as if I were one bitterly
" I cannot see," I said, " how you bear wronged:
yourself so calmly amid such scenes as these
" In that, they slandered me. I was sorry
about us, for you always appear gay as if to see them dying, but what could I do?
there was nought but happiness in the world." They hated and would not trust me; I did all
He looked at me keenly, and an amused in my power, and yet they would have torn
smile lighted up his features. "My dear me to pieces last year had I not escaped."
Marquis," he said placing his arm in mine, as
She folded her hands before her, and leaned
we began to walk toward the end of the room. forward with upturned face as if interested;
" A man should forget himself in times like "Why then did you return if you were in
these, and live only for others. I have faced safety ? " she asked.
death too often in the service of my king
My voice trembled at the memory of that
to fear it now when I am in the service of dreadful scene at Rouen, and she noticed it,
my fellow men. There are frail girls and for she looked at me as if astonished at mv
weak women here and I strive to make them show of feeling, and her face seemed kindlie~.
forget there is such a thing as to-morrow, but
" I had a brother who was in their hands
teach them to live only in the present. And I came back to save him, to give myselt
are mistaken. This is not the time nor place.
Man goes to his death better than he goes
through life.

if
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need be to their vengeance if they would spare
him." "And you saw him?"
"He was
dead, Mademoiselle, I had come too late."
Just then the dancing began, but I noticed
that she kept glancing at me continually
throughout the dance. After we had finished
she bade me good night without another
word, and went down to the other end of the
corridor singing the old royalist refrain, "0
Richard, o mon Roi, l'universe abandonne."
September 2otlz.

0 sleep, thou that comest to us all in the
silence of the night, bearing to the heart
weary of toil and of vain struggles a certain
rest and quiet from daily temptations, thou
that art a sign and promise of a deeper and
everlasting peace that shall be ours when the
curtain falls upon the comedy of our vanity
and folly, how hast thou betrayed me ?
Through all the night hast thou been summoning before me the phantoms of past misdeeds, and hast awaked to resurrection the
voice of a conscience long slumbering. But
yet there has been this alleviation for thy betrayal; for through the blackness of these
voiceless shadows thy face O Amie shines
upon me, and I hear your voice singing softly, "0 Richard, 0 mon Roi."
Burdened with such fancies I could not
sleep last night, so I walked up and down the
room to rid myself of this vague feeling of
unrest. I had been walking perhaps a half
hour when as I approached the lower end of
the hall I heard some one call me. Turning
around I found myself face to face with Mademoiselle.
'' You are restless to-night Monsieur, or is
it the cold ? " "The cold surely-are you
suffering from the same cause ? "
She looked down shyly and her voice was
very grave when she answered, "Yes, Monsieur, but a little nervous too. You know I
go to-morrow."
I nodded thoughtfully. She sat down on
the bench just under the window and motioned me to sit beside her.
"May I ask you a question Monsieur?"
"Whatever you wish."
She leaned forward resting her head on her
hand.
" Have you any brothers or sisters or parents living, Monsieur ? "
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"No, they are all dead." "And have you
no wife nor children who will miss you? "
" No I am alone, there will be few to care,
thank God."
She looked up suddenly her hand on my
knee.
" Hush, Monsieur! That word is never
spoken here but in jest;" her voice grew wistful, I thought from eagerness. "Are you a
Christian, Monsieur, may I ask?" "No,
Mademoiselle," I replied. "I am so sorry."
Her voice quivered, seemed almost sad.
" Will you over there on the bench keep
still? Pity a man can't sleep in peace and the
last night too. Go to sleep you or keep still."
It was the querulous voice of old Hulot,
the farmer general, one of the morrow's victims. We spoke no more, but sat silent,
waiting for daylight. Only once she leaned
over and whispered :
" Monsieur you will forgive me for what I
said the other night? I am sorry."
I pressed her hand gently and we both
were still. A little later she fell asleep, her
head sinking upon my shoulder. I took off
my coat and wrapped it around her, then
leaned back against the wall, to wait for the
dawn. To-morrow, thought I, looking down
upon that fair, sweet face, she will be far
from here. She will have reached the goal.
The voice of some one speaking aroused me;
it was the Count. He too was restless.
"So Cupid has squeezed in even here" he
said gallantly, placing his hand over his heart,
bowing mockingly to me. "She is asleep,"
I said "speak softly." He came a little
nearer and looked down into her face. There
was a real kindness and tenderness in his
voice when he again spoke. "Poor little girl.
How much the Republic would suffer if she
lived. Don't move," he said as I shifted my
position, "let her sleep; the time flies swifter
and the agony of suspense will be the shorter. She goes to-morrow does she not?" I
nodded. " By the way," he added, " I shall
have the pleasure of your company the day
after. The jail or told me last night." He
bent over and kissed he hand like the old
chevalier that he was, and with a ' j hon soir,
Monsieur " he turned and walked away.
The night seemed very long. I dared not
move lest I should wake her, so I sat still and
waited. Her fair young head with its wealth
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of long, brown hair rested quietly on my
shoulder, her breath came regular and soft.
It must have been almost morning when
she awoke. "Have you been awake all
night?" she said looking up into my face.
I nodded. "And you are shivering with
cold, and have wrapped me in your cloak to
keep me warm; you are very kind, I can never repay you." "You owe me just one
thing," I replied, "you will let me kiss you."
She smiled and hesitated. " Monsieur you
n1ay, just once."
It was eight o'clock when the jailer came in
and called out the names of those set apart
for the day. I stood beside her when her
name was read, and she never winced. There
was the usual silent grasp of the hand as
friend parted from friend; sometimes a last
kiss was given and taken as they went to their
places against the wall.
She came back to me when she had gone
the rounds. " It is time to say good- bye "
she said.

19

I nodded, not daring to trust my voice.
She looked full in my face when I did not
answer. She must have read my thoughts.
"Did you care for me so much?" There
was a pause" Monsieur you may kiss me just once
more."
•
There was the rumbling of the tumbrils in
the court below, the harsh, monotonous voice
of the jailer calling out the names of the
doomed as they passed separately through
the gate. A last lingering pressure of the
hand and she goes. The heavy gate swung
back upon its hinges, and I see her no more,
shall never see her again in all this world,
never. The tumbrils creak and rumble as
they pass through the street. I listen until
the rumbling dies away in the distance.
Farewell!
Thz's to Eugene Saint Aubert of Coblentz by

the jai!er,Fourmai're.

Let hz'm be rewarded.
Douglass.

CONQUERED.

A

Y, waste no pity on me, you who thron g

With eager feet, the old familiar ways
I knew so well. Sweet is the voice of praise
And sweet the sound of plaudits loud and long.
Rejoice, in that the gods have made you strong
And victory has crowned your happy days
With all her garlands, and your voices raise
In the glad chorus of the triumph song.
But I, who knew all this-I am content.
No vain regrets, no longings after power
That once was mine, come to me in the hour
Of this my fall ; for brave men it is meet
To bravely bear whate'er the fates have sent,
Calm in success and unchanged in defeat.

B.

THE WORSHIP OF SHAKESPEARE.

J FIND in

my bookseller's circular, this
morning, announcements of four new editions of Shakespeare and of three volumes of
critical essays on the plays. Why do people
continue to write about Shakespeare ? Will
the last word never be said ? Can we not
see the plays represented or read them in our
rooms without having some wise persons tell

us what to admire, and some others write
books about what the poet really meant or
whether he meant what he said, and others
still write books about these books, till no
one library can contain them all ? Does
Shakespearian literature propagate itself?
The answer to all this is not far to seek.
Why do we all talk about the weather, and

THE
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why do our poets describe and our physicists people like ourselves admiring the blosinvestigate nature? Simply bec!luse it is soms and the forests, and the mountains
important and interesting and because it is and the ocean in a simple, unscientific
here. " It takes all sorts of Shakespearian manner and insisting that we do not li-ke
commentators to make a world." It follows bogs or solfataras except at a distance,
from the very nature of man that we must though perhaps they are the most instructive
have mystical Ulricis to tell us what the uni- of phenomena. All these we have with us
verse really means in their opinions-for even and must continue to have them, besides
contradictory guesses at the great world-se- many others, some pessimists for example who
cret are better than none-and evolutionists maintain that the Shakespearian universe
explaining how it developed from the fire- was secretly framed by a Baconian demiurge
mist of the middle ages because it could not for fun, and not at all for a wise purpose by
help itself, and geographers minutely meas- a radiant spirit; for the worship of Shakeuring the details of the surface, and geologists speare is universal, like the worship of nature.
studying the strata and reconstructing histoShakespearian commentators will continue
ry with dramas of the eocene and miocene to increase and multiply and so will chemists
periods and analyzing fragments of lava from and naturalists, and it is right and inevitable
the poems and sonnet5. Yes-and it is also that they should. However, no Malthusian
necessary that we have ponderous Dr. John- over-production need be feared, for there are
sons examining the plays in a near-sighted certain "prudential checks" in the nature of
manner and squaring them with systems of publishers' charges which will keep their nummorals and theology, and elephantine Ger- bers within the "limits of sustenance." Invinuses shuffling over them with inscrutable stead of carping at them let us all agree to
gravity till the race is extinct, and bot- say, " Shakespearanu.s sttm, nz'hz'J Shakesanists classifying the flowers or manufac- pearanz' a me alt'enum puto."
turing an " extract of violets," and plain

VERSE.
PAST AND PRESENT,
MY SWEET-BRIAR lies by my side,
I sit in my old, easy chair,
I think I have honestly tried
Those lessons of mine to prepare,
Yet, how for such things can one care,
When there comes before his sad brain
A vision of faces so fair ?
And last summer comes not again!

IN NOVEMBER.

S

TILL in the field the fodder-sheaves
Wave and rustle their tattered leaves,
Sightless beggars in ragged gowns
Of faded yellows and sombre browns,
That sob together, and sadly sigh,
And beg an alms of the passer-by,
Knowing not of the wealth untold,
Strewn about in the pumpkin's gold.
The woods are ashen, the orchard's bare,
And heard afar on the frosty air,
The partridge drums from his covert sere
A last tattoo for the passing year.

T.
SUPPLANTED.
As WHEN in the field, the young breeze stirs the grain,
So you moved my heart with your arts and your wiles.
And oh, what a madness of love filled my brain,
While you were my own with your frowns and your smiles.
But now all is cl1anged and another than I
Is crowned with your smile as he rides by your side.
That same look with its power to quite deify.
I s lavished on one, the whole town may deride.
The fashion, you say, of the age and the day?
A slight predeliction my mind still holds snug,
F or girls who can love in the good old-time way,
Who don't give their kisses and smiles to a pug,

For now I see May, the blue-eyed,
And Frances, whose golden-brown hair,
In beauty with Isabel's vied.
Though I thought that naught could compare
With her's, till that night on the stair
When I-but these fancies are vain!
Soon I'll be reduced to despairAnd last summer comes not again!
There's Amy--ah, that moonlight ride!
And Dorothy-a millionaire
Has since, I've heard, made her his bride.
Alas! vows are lighter than air!
I wonder how she could quite dare,
After what she said in the lane?
In tmlh this is too much to bearAnd last summer comes not again!
ENVOY,

It,

Ye hard-hearted fates hear my prayer!
From all such thoughts let me refrain
Those lessons I've still to prepare,
And last summer comes not again!

B.
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A SUMMER EVENING'S WALK.
FROM beneath the worm-fence, in their airy flight,
Chirping crickets come to sing gay songs of night,
Songs that gladden evenings rest.
'Cross the clover field the whirring partridge wings
His way, pauses now and trills a call that brings
Weary-mate home to her nest.
O'er the dusty wayside where the asters nod,
Vieing in their splendor with the golden rod,
Which the sun-god doth protect.

By the marshy meadows, where the lilies bloom,
And the tangled rushes' solitary gloom
Is with hiding petals flecked.
There I love to wander at the twilight hour
When, in bright and gay colors, every flower,
Nestling in the waving grass
Blends its fragrance with the music of the jay,
Singing an ecstatic hymn to parting day;
O'er the graves it sings sweet mass.
When from heaven brilliant hues, on church-yard wall,
And the tower's green ivy mantle, slowly fall,
Tinting Time's consuming hand.
On the crumbling monuments above the dead;
'Mid this glory, that cold wreath around the head,
Now becomes a gentle band.
Conestogo.
A METAPHYSICAL PROPOSITION.

To SAY, May, that I love you I am nothing loath,
And confess that you love me, if really 'tis so,
For think what a comfort 'twill be for us both,
To have you know that I know that you know what I
know!
B.
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"KNOCKING AT MY CHAMBER DOOR ."
HAVE you ever while musing
Your thoughts given o'er,
To the various knockings
Bestowed on your door ?
There's the knock of professor,
Decisive and slow,
A foreboder of marks
Of an average low.
There's the knock of collector,
An omen of flight,
Of a bill overdue,
Of a check drawn on sight.
There's the knock of the sheriff,
The comrade-or say,
'Tis the knock of a waiter
With glass laden tray.
From the knock of the Freshman,
So timid and meek,
To the knock of my laundress,
Who has knocked for a week.
Were these knocks each a note,
With the knockers so rife,
They would run up and down
On the scale of my life.

L.

AFTER THE QUARREL.
FORGIVE you? Yes I do forgive.
Already far too great a debt I owe,
To pay in kindness while I live,
Upon another to inflict a blow.
But though forgiving-as I mayNot all the tears that you or I may shed,
Can make the world seem quite so gay
Or bring again the subtle something fled.

w.

COLLEGE AND CAMPUS.

A

BOUT twenty-five members attended the last
meeting of the Missionary Society and
listened to reports on work from the members
and also to an address by the Rev. Mr. Stone of
Grace Chapel. The outlook for the year is en<:ouraging.
Mr. C. G. Child, '86, is temporarily supplying
the place of Professor Johnson.
The German Club has organized for the year.
L. A. Carter '93, has been elected President,
C. C. Barton, Jr.,' 93, Vice-President, and R. L.
Paddock, '94, Secretary and Treasurer. The
newly elected members are: E. S. Allen, '93; G.
D. Hartley, '93; J. W. Lewis, '93; H. H. Pelton,
'93; F. C. Edgerton, '94; P. B. Morrison, '94; R.
L. Paddock, '94; W. S. Schutz, '94; G. A. Quick,
'94; J. M. McGaun, '95, and 0. T. Paine, '95.
The first german will be held in Alumni Hall,
Tuesday evening, Nov. 22, and will be led by C.
A. and J. W. Lewis. The second german will
be led by W. F. Collins and 0. T. Paine, the
fourth by W. P. Niles and H. H. Pelton, the fifth
by G. H. Wilson and W. S. Schi.itz, and the sixth

by Humphrey Green and C. C. Barton. Jr. The
leaders of the third are not as yet known.
A very amusing but hard-fought scrap occurred
between the two lower classes about midnight on
Friday, Oct. 7. A flag was hung out of Northam
by the freshmen, which, after a considerable
time, was pulled down by their opponents. The
whole college took part in the fun.
At a meeting of the Beta Chapter of the Phi
Beta Kappa, W. F. Collins, '93, was elected assistant secretary and R. P. Bates, '93, assistant
treasurer.
Dr. Hart is at present attending the church
convention held at Baltimore. Rev. Mr, Hyde
has taken charge of his classes.
At a recent meeting of the Dramatic Association the following officers were elected: President, H. H. Pelton, '93; Manager, W. S. Schi.itz,
'94; Secretary and Treasurer, C C. Barton, Jr.,
'93; Executive Committee, R. P. Bates, '93; C.
F. Weed, '94; J. M. McGann, '95.
·The '94 Ivy board has elected the following
officers: Managing editors, W. W. Vibbert, C. F.
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Weed; Literary editor, P. R. Wesley. The associate editors are: R. S. Graves, H. T. Greenley,
and N. T. Pratt.
The Freshman class h as elected the following
officers: President, H. G. Barbour; first vicepresident, A. K. Gage; second vice-president,
E. G. Pitblado ; secretary, S. Ferguson ; treasurer, J. W. Gunning : chronicler, E. Parsons.
A mandolin club has been formed, which
promises to be an addition to the musical resources of the college. It consists of the following men: Mandolins, F. P. Johnson, ex-'94,
director; H. T. Greenley, '94. Guitars, C. J.
Davis, '94; R. S. Graves, '94. Violinist, P. J.
McCook, '95.
Mr. R. E. Foster, a graduate of Tufts College,
Mass., has been appointed gymnasium instructor
for the year.
The students are urged to patronize the firms
advertising in our paper. THE TAB LET is the
representative organ of the students of the college, who should reciprocate the support given it
by those who advertise. Buy from them, if you
will, and from no others.
The freshman class has elected L. L. Leonard
captain and H. G. Barbour manager of the '96
foot-ball team.
THE TABLET is sent and charged to all old
subscribers unless ordered discontinued.
The Senior class has elected the following
officers : President, W. F. Collins ; first vicepresident, E. S. Allen ; second vice-president, J.
Cullen, Jr. ; secretary, R. P. Bates; treasurer,
H. H. Pelton ; chronicler, E. B. Dean.
Owing to an explosion in the laboratory Professor Riggs has suffered quite severe injuries.
His condition is improving, however, and he
hopes soon to resume his duties.
The Kappa Alpha Chapter, of Alpha Delta
Phi, initiated the following men on Thursday,
Oct. 13: W. F. Dyett, '95; E. E. Lawrence, '95;
W. S. Langford, '96; P. C. Washburn, '96.
Subscribers are reminded that the subscription
price is due in advance, and the earliest possible

remittance is desired.
The Junior class has elected the following officers: President, R. S. Graves ; first vice-president, E. F. Burke ; second vice-president, W. S.
Schlitz ; secretary, C. J. Davis ; treasurer, H. T.
Greenley ; chronicler, L. I. Belden.
Athletic Association dues should be paid on
or before Nov. 1st, otherwise an extra assessment of $r is required. The privileges and responsibilities of a member, though not at first so
apparent, are really large in consideration of the
insignificance of the tax. Let every man join
and take an active part in the management of
all college athletics.
The Sophomore class has elected the following
officers : President, S. K. Evans ; first vicepresident, J. M. Wainwright; second vice-president, R. H. Macauley ; secretary, H. R. Dingwall ; treasurer, J. J. Penrose, Jr. ; chronicler
F. S. Burrage.
P. B. Morrison has been appointed Precentor
of the choir in place of R. Pearce, resigned.
F . B. Cole has been appointed Librarian, and
L. I. Belden and P. deW. Phair, assistant librarians.
COMMUNICATION.
Editors of The Tablet :
The country just now is interested in questions
of taxation, and the unfortunate Trinity man who
is the recipient of a telegram may perhaps be
pardoned if he has strong personal feelings on
the tariff he has to pay for his luxury. Free
trade in the delivery of Western Union messages
is undoubtedly too great a blessing to be hoped
for, but the outrageous charges made for bringing a message to the college should most certainly be complained of, and, if possible, abated.
The time of a messenger is doubtless a valuable
thing, but it may be a trifle overestimated. Is
there no way of making the company understand
that some consideration should be paid to our
pocket books?
A VICTIM.

ATHLETICS.
AMHERST 2 I-TRINITY 8.
HE team went to Amherst Wednesday, Oct.
r 2, and played a good game on Pratt field.
Unfortunately the team lacked confidence at the
very beginning of the game and played poorly in
consequence. On a V Amherst started with ro
yards, followed by 7 more. Van Leuven takes
the ball and is downed after short gain, by L.
Hubbard. Twenty yards more are made when

T

Trinity secures the ball but fumbles twice and
loses it almost on the goal line. Amherst tries
to rush the ball over, Trinity holds well. Finally
Van Leuven takes the ball over the line. G.
Pratt kicks a goal. Score, 6-o. Trinity ball at
centre. Twelve yards on V. Hartley, 5 yards.
Fumble. Amherst ball. Van Leuven takes the
ball around the left end for 70 yards, scoring a
touch-down. No goal. Score, 10-0. Trinity
ball at centre. Hubbell carries the ball forward
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10 yards, Allen takes it but slips and Wilson
makes no gain around the end. Poor blocking
by Trinity team. Edgerton tries a kick, but the
ball goes straight up and Amherst secures it.
Van Leuven, 5 yards. Bowie tackles. Trinity
secures ball, but loses ground; kicks well. Amherst ball near the centre. ¥an Leuven 25 yards.
Allen and Greenley tackle well. Large gains hy
Amherst. Van Leuven takes the ball over the
line with five men on his back; from the touchdown Pratt kicked a goal. Score, 16-0. Trinity
ball at centre. Wilson, 10 yards, Edgerton 15.
The ball was near Amherst's goal when Trinity
lost ball on off side play. Amherst interferes. Trinity ball. Hubbell, 7 yards through centre. Time.
The second half started off, Trinity having the
ball at the centre. Ten yards on V. By steady
gains Trinity advances the ball up the field.
Without a single loss the ball is rushed to Amherst's 5-yard line. Edgerton is sent time after
time through the centre and finally scores a touchdown. The playing of the team was most encouraging. Edgerton failed to kick a goal. Score,
16-4. From the centre Amherst makes 5 yards,
followed by 10, by G. Pratt. Van Leuven takes
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ball, Bowie downs him. Pratt kicks and Amherst secures ball. From almost under the goal
Pratt kicked a goal from the field. Score, 21-4.
Trinity repeats the playing which got the former
touch-down. Hubbell was sent through the line
several times, making good gains and finally
scoring touch-down. Edgerton failed on a goal.
Score, 2 r-8. Time was soon called. Good playing was done by Edgerton, Hartley, Hubbard,
Hubbell and Bowie. Edgerton, however, could
not kick goals and there was no kicker on the
team. For Amherst Van Leuven, G. Pratt, Goodale and Rosa played well.
TRINITY.

vVoffenden
Hubbard
Bowie
Reese
Allen
Hartley, Capt.
Strawbridge
Greenley
Hubbell
l
Wilson
)
Edgerton

POSITIONS.

Right end
Right tackle
Right guard
Centre
Left guard
Left tackle
Left end
Quarter-back
Half-backs
Full-back

AMHERST.

Van Leuven
Nourse
Couthers
Edgell
Haskell
Baldwin
Rosa
H. Pratt
{
Goodale
Ellis
G. Pratt, Capt.

Umpire, J. R. Perry of the" Aggies;" referee,
C. M. Mills, Yale, '93.

PERSONALS.
W. S. HUBBARD, '88, is at the College of
Physicians and Surgeons, New York.
The address of the Rev. F. C. WAINWRIGHT,
'88, is Mauch Chunk, Penn.
The Rev. ARTHUR CHASE, '89, is a master in
St. Mark's School, Southboro', Mass.
The address of GEORGE A. FRENCH, '89, attorney and counsellor, is World building, N. Y.
The Rev. F. F. KRAMER, '89, is secretary of
the new (non-denominational) theological school
at Boulder, Col. Mr. KRAMER has also won the
class cup.
The Rev. C. H. REMINGTON, '89, is in charge
of the Church of the Holy Apostles, Duluth,
Minn.
T. W. GOODRIDGE, '92, is working in the Russell Manufacturing Company of Middletown.
H. S. GRAVES, '92, is playing left half back on
the Yale team.
C. L. HALL, '92, is working in the Colt Firearms Company.
W. J. MILLER, '92, is taking a post-graduate
course in modern languages at Harvard.
JOHN PAINE,' 92, is at the Harvard Law School.
T, H. YARDLEY, '92, will enter the General
Theological Seminary, New York.
F. B. HUBBELL, '93, has left college on account
of sickness.
W. FERGUSON, Jr., ex-'93, is employed in a
construction company which is running pipes for
natural gas into Chicago.

The following Alumni recently visited the college: F. E. HAIGHT, '87; E. JOHNSON, 2nd, '88;
w. G. SCOTT, '88; E. N. SCOTT, '89; E. B.
BULKELEY, '90; R. H. HUTCHINS, '90; J . S.
LITTELL, '90; w. C. HICKS, Jr., '9I; F. R. HOISINGTON, '9I; T. W. GOODRIDGE, '92; H. s.
GRAVES, '92; H. M. BARBOUR, '71; H. PARSONS,
'83; E. McCooK, '90; I. K. HAMILTON, JR., H.
SCUDDER, w. c. HICKS, JR., '91 ; H. ALLING, F.
B. FULLER, E. K. HUBBARD, JR., A. JOHNSON, R. MALLORY, w. 0. ORTON, J. PAINE, E.
A. PRESSEY, C. C. TROWBRIDGE and T. H.
YARDLEY, '92 ; M. P. ROBINSON, ex-'94 ; F. P.
JOHNSON, ex-'94.
NECROLOGY.
CHARLES DAVIES SCUDDER, M. D., a graduate
in the class of 1875, died at his country home in
North port, Long Island, July I 9, in th e 36th year
of his age. He took his degree in medicine at
the College of Physicians and Surgeons in 1878,
and after further study in New York and Vienna
he entered upon the practice of his profession.
He took at once a high position as a practicioner,
and as a writer on medical subjects, and also devoted much time to works of practical benevolence. Ten years ago he was appointed Lecturer
on Hygiene in this college, and his lectures, delivered annually, have been of great interest and
value.
Last year he was chosen one of the
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alumni trustees. His death, <lue to hard and
conscientious overwork, has brought a brilliant
career to a sad end and caused mourning in a
large circle of friends. Dr. Scudder's grandfather, Dr. Charles Davies, was professor here in
1841-42; his father, the Hon. Henry J. Scudder,
was a graduate in the class of 1846 and trustee
from 1858 to his death in 1886, and three brothers
were graduates in 1877, 1889 and 1891.
The necrology of the alumni, presented at their
meeting in Commencement week, contained one

name which had not been noted in THE TABLET.
IRA ST. CLAIR SMITH, M. D., a graduate in the
class of 1864, died at Clifton, Penn., August 28~
1891, aged 49 years.
The Rev. WILLIAM HENRY MUNROE, a graduate in the class of 1852, died in Boston, Sept. 14.
He had been for more than ten years rector of
Christ Church, Boston, the historic "Old North
Church," and his faithful performance of his
duties, which were largely of a missionary character, led to the exhaustion which caused his death.

ON THE WALK.

I

N introducing this column in THE TABLET
it is perhaps best that its object should be
state<l. Preeminently among all things which it
is intended not to be is that of trying to be humorous, nor will severe criticism on college affairs
be attempted. The sole field will be that of passing remarks on local events, differing from the
editorials of the paper on the one hand and from
the College and Campus on the other. This at
least is the idea on which this column will be
moulded at first. With the scope thus defined
the indulgence of our readers 1s asked for the first
few numbers.
·'k

*

*

How times have changed even during the last
three years, and in many cases not for the better.
\Veil does the Stroller remember that first Monday night of his freshman year when, as his
trembling classmates were pulled out of bed and
caused to perform sundry gyrations by the hardhearted sophomores, he escaped, as he afterward
learned, only because he roomed over a professor.
Yes, probably the days of hazing have gone never
to return, but we fervently beg of those who have
taken away this ancient custom to supply us with
some other method whereby the omnipresent
freshm an may be brought down from the heights
of his sixth formship or the recollections of when
he was a major in the Podunk Military Academy.

THE taking of an active part in the campaign•
as a subdivision of the party machine, by college
students is of recent origin and cannot be too
highly commended, For no where is a thorough
knowledge of the principles of party issues so
needed as in the minds of this younger genera•
tion, destined to step in and man the ship as the
older pilots shall step out.
Yet it is almost to be regretted that the members of this college, so noted for their "multum
in parvo" achievements have added another
straw to the already heavy burden. Imagine
yourself struggling amid the conflicting emotions
of crowd spirit, class spirit, and party spirit; torn
asunder by your imperative duty to each and a
desire to do justice to all.
We were once asked: " How does Mr. - manage to play foot-ball, sing on the glee club,
do the pole vault, run the missionary society and
sing in the choir?" We replied we did not know
unless, with the exception of the last, he had the
happy faculty of harmonizing things, and now
there is one more thing to harmonize.
Yet through all diversity of opinion the college
spirit stands intact .and will long after the coming election has settled, temporarily, this new
point of divergence. Let the good work go on
and Harrison may have a college club to placate
instead of a Platt and Cleveland fear more our
doubtfulness than that of the state of New York.

AMONG THE EXCHANGES.
ATURE has put on the gayest of holliday
attire previous to assuming the sombre
shades of winter. The last breath of summer
lingers in the air ; the languid, delicious haze
wraps the distant hills in films of heather blue ;
the grass upon the campus is still green; the
modest gentian blooms in out of the way spots.
\Vhere are you, autumn poets ? If you devotees
of the Pierian sisters will condescend to follow
a common place maxim, let it be, " Make hay
while the sun shines." Inspiration lies all
about you, grasp the opportunity. Too soon
you must sing of November's chill and overclouded skies and rustling, dead leaves.
We clip:

N

WEEP NOT, MY IJEART.
Weep not, my heart, if each day has its sorrow,
To-day is gone, its sorrow passed away,
It was but yesterday to-clay was called to-morrow;
To-day to-morrow will be yesterday.
Occident.

THEORY AND PRACTICE.
"Now do your best," they told him,
" To the voice of duty, hark,
If you but work you cannot help
But succeed, and make your mark."
But when he went to college,
About in life to embark,
Although 'twas he did the labor,
'Twas the Prof. who made his mark!
Williams Wukly.

